think that their happiness might make others un-
happy.
But once the letters were posted, her momentary
eneigy flagged and she relapsed again into lassitude.
The story of George Sand and de Musset haunted her.
She imagined the happiness of those two great souls
if only they could have truly understood one another;
but they had not understood one another. And, her
thoughts reverting to herself and Michel, she asked
herself anguishedly what could befall this fusion of
their two beings. What would be the element of discord ?
Sometimes she trembled in face of the unknown, some-
times she felt she could brave anything so long as she
could fly to his gentleness, his tenderness,, when she
was too weary for more suffering.
In early August a lady of their acquaintance in Saint-
Loup came to stay for a week at Le Touquet with her
son and daughter. Catherine saw them arrive much as
a shipwrecked mariner views the boat that lands on
his desert shore. But the delight she felt soon turned to
embarrassment; for the son, who was about Michel's
age, suddenly started making love to her, love of the
most charming kind, creating around her an atmosphere
of admiration and flattery. And yet when he compli-
mented her she could not manage to look disapproving;
she laughed (she was so happy!), even at the risk of
seeming to encourage him. And when he left there was
suddenly a great emptiness in her life. She missed him;
and, realizing howr much, reproached herself as for a
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